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Marlow. They are of its, you know.
Hastings. But in the company of women of reputation I never saw such an idiot, such a trembler; you look for all the world as if you wanted an opportunity of stealing out of the room.
Marlow. Why, man, that's because I do want to steal out of the room. Faith, I have often formed a resolution to break the ice, and rattle away at any rate. But I don't know how, a single glance from a pair of fine eyes has totally overset my resolution. An impudent fellow may counterfeit modesty, but I'll be hanged if a modest man can ever counterfeit impudence.
Hastings. If you could but say half the fine things to them, ,that I have heard you lavish upon the barmaid of an inn, or even a college bed-maker -
Marlow. Why, George, I can't say fine things to them. They freeze, they petrify me. They may talk of a comet, or a burning mountain, or some such bagatelle; but to me, a modest woman, drest out in all her finery, is the most tremendous object of the whole creation.
Hastings. Ha! ha! ha! At this rate, man, how can you ever expect to marry!
Marlow. Never; unless, as among kings and princes, my bride were to be courted by proxy. If, indeed, like an eastern bridegroom, one were to be introduced to a wife he never saw before, it might be endured. But to go through all the terrors of a formal courtship, together with the episode of aunts, grandmothers, and cousins, and at last to blurt out the broad staring question of, Madam, will you marry me ? No, no, that's a strain much above me, I assure you!
Hastings. I pity you. But how do you intend behaving to the lady you are come down to visit at the request of your father?
Marlow. As I behave to all other ladies. Bow very low; answer yes, or no, to all her demands. - But for the rest,